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Stew. Madame within, but neuer man fo chang’d, I told him 
of the army that was landed, he fmild at it, il told him you were 
coining, his anfwere was the worfe, of (y/fl/rf rxt reach ene, and of 
the loyall feruicc of his fonne when I enform’d him, then hee 
cald me fott, and told me I had turnd the wrong fide out, what 
heeflroulci xnoft defire feenaes pleafant to him, what likeoffen- 
fiue, 

Cjon. Then (hall you goe no further, 

It is the cowifhcurre of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake, hele not feele wrongs 
Which tie him to an anfwere, our willies on the way 
Mayproue effects, backe Edgar to my brother, 

Hadenhis mullers, and conduct his powers 
I mull: change armes at home, and giue the didafte 
Into my husbands hands, this trulty feruant 
Shall pall’e betweene vs , ere long you are like to heare 
If you dare venture in your owne behalfe 
A midrelles coward, weare this fpare fpeech, 
Declineyourhead: this kilfeilit durftfpeake 
Would ftretch thy fpirits vp into the ayre, 

Conceaue and far you well. 

ISaJf. Yours in the ranks of death. (are dew 

Gen. My molldeere Glefter, to thee womans feruices 
My foote vfurps my body, 

Suw. Madam jhere comes my Lord. Exit Stew, 
gen. I hauebeeneworththewhiftle, (rude wind 
Alb. O g onen(, you are not worth the dull which the 
Blowcs in your face, I feare your difpofition 
That nature which contemncs it origin 
Cannot be bordered certaineinit fetfc. 

She that her felfc will fliuer and disbranch 
From her inateriall fap, perforce mull wither. 

And come to deadly vfc. 

Qen. No more, the text is fooliih . 

Alb. Wifedomeand goodnes,to the vild feeme vild, 

Filths fauor but themfelues, what haue you done 1 
Tigers, not daughters, what haue you perform’d i 
A father, and a gracious aged man 

Whofe 
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Whofe reuerence euen the head-lugd beare would lick. 

Moll barbarous^ molt degenerate haue you madded. 

Could my good brother iuffer you to doe it ? 

A man, a Prince, by himfo beniflifted, 

If that the heauens doe not their vifiblefpirits (come 
Send quickly downe to tame the vild offences,it will 
Humanly mud perforce pray onit felfc like monfters of 
gen, Milke liuerd man (the deepe. 

That beared: a cheekc for blocs, a head for wrongs. 

Who had not in thy browes an eye deferuing thine honour, 
From thy fuffering,that not knovv’d fools, do thofe vilains pitty 
W ho are punilht ere they haue done their mifehiefe, 

Whcr's thy drum; France fpreds his banners in our noydles land, 
With plumed helme, thy flayer begin threats 
Whil’s thou a morail foole fits dill and cries 
Alack why does he fo ? 

Alb. See thy felfedeuill, proper deformity feemes notin the 
fiend, fo horid as in woman. 

Gen. Ovaine foole! 

tsilb. Thou changed, and felfc-couerd thing for fliamc 
Be-monder not thy feature, wer’t my fitnes 
To let thefe hands obay my blond. 

They are apt enough to diflecate and teare 
Thy flefh and bones, how ere thou art a fiend, 

A womans fhape doth fhield thee. 

Gen. Marry your manhood now — 

tsAlb. Whatnewes. Enter A gentleman. 

Gent. O my good Lord the Duke of Cornwals dead, flaineby 
his feruant, <zoin<r to put out the other eye of Qlo/ler. 

<t Alb. gfofient yes? 

Gen. A feruafit that he bred,thrald with remorfe. 

Oppos’d againd the aft, bending his fword 
To his great maider,who thereat imaged 
Flew on him, and amor.gd them, feld him dead. 

But not without that harmefull droke, which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb. This Ihewes you are aboue your Iudices, 

That thefe our nether crimes fo fpeedely can venge. 









